winding up the estate, and wrote to ask me whether his
mother had wanted me to have anything. I thought it good
of him, considering I knew her for so little. I said that she
had once spoken of giving me a Christmas present, but we
both forgot about it afterwards.'
* I hope Charles took the hint.'
'Yes - that is to say, her husband wrote later on, and
thanked me for being a little kind to her, and actually gave
me her silver vinaigrette. Don't you think that is extra-
ordinarily generous ? It has made me like him very much.
He hopes that this will not be the end of our acquaintance,
but that you and I will go and stop with Evie some time in
the future. I like Mr Wilcox. He is taking up his work -
rubber - it is a big business. I gather he is launching out
rather. Charles is in it, too. Charles is married - a pretty
little creature, but she doesn't seem wise. They took on the
flat, but now they have gone off to a house of their own.'
Helen, after a decent pause, continued her account of
Stettin. How quickly a situation changes! In June she had
been in a crisis; even in November she could blush and be
unnatural; now it was January, and the whole affair lay for-
gotten. Looking back on the past six months, Margaret
realized the chaotic nature of our daily life, and its dif-
ference from the orderly sequence that has been fabricated
by historians. Actual life is full of false clues and sign-posts
that lead nowhere. With infinite effort we nerve ourselves
for a crisis that never comes. The most successful career
must show a waste of strength that might have removed
mountains, and the most unsuccessful is not that of the
man who is taken unprepared, but of him who has prepared
and is never taken. On a tragedy of that kind aur national
morality is duly silent. It assumes that preparation against
danger is in itself good, and that men, like nations, are
the better for staggering through life fully armed. The
tragedy of preparedness has scarcely been handled, save
by the Greeks. Life is indeed dangerous, but not in the way
morality would have us believe. It is indeed unmanageable,
but the essence of it is not a battle. It is unmanageable
because it is a romance, and its essence is romantic beauty.
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